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STABAT  MATER 


JACOBUS  DE  BENEDICTIS. 


lb  TAB  AT  Mater  dolorofa, 
Juxta  crucem  lacrymofa, 

Dum  pendebat  filius. 
Cujus  animam  gementem, 
Contriftatem  et  dolentem, 

Pertranlivit  gladius. 


STABAT  MATER. 


•Stands,  in  tears,  with  bofom  heaving, 
By  the  Crofs  the  Mother,  grieving, 

While  her  Son's  upon  it  hung; 
Sharpeft  fword  of  pain  is  darting 
Thro'  her  foul,  in  anguifh  fmarting. 

By  the  foreft  torture  w^rung. 


II. 

O  quam  triftis  et  afBid:a, 
Fuit  ilia  benedida 

Mater  unigeniti ! 
Quae  moerebat  et  dolebat, 
Pia  mater,  dum  videbat 

Nati  poenas  inclyti. 


II. 


Quis  eft  homo  qui  non  fleret, 
Chrifti  matrem  li  videret, 

In  tanto  fupplicio  ? 
Quis  poflet  non  contriftari 
Piam  matrem  contemplari 

Dolentem  cum  filio  ? 


II. 

How  afflicted  now,  diftrefled 
Is  that  Mother,  elfe  fo  blelTed, 

Mother  of  God's  only  one  ! 
Heart  in  forrow,  eyes  o'erflowing. 
Sad  and  fteadfaft  gaze  beftowing 

On  her  fufF'ring,  noble  fon. 

III. 

Who's  the  man  refrains  from  weeping, 
While  in  view  Chrift's  Mother  keeping 

Crufh'd  by  woes  beyond  relief? 
Who  can  help  her  burden  fharing 
When  he  fees  the  Mother  bearing, 

With  her  Son,  His  pains  and  grief? 


IV. 

Pro  peccatis  fuas  gentis, 
Vidit  Jefum  in  tormentis, 

Et  flagellis  fubditum. 
Vidit  fuum  dulcem  natum, 
Morientem,  defolatum, 

Dum  emifit  fpiritum. 

V. 

Eia  Mater,  fons  amoris. 
Me  fentire  vim  doloris 

Fac,  ut  tecum  lugeam. 
Fac  ut  ardeat  cor  meum, 
In  amando  Chriftum  Deum 

Ut  illi  complaceam. 


IV. 


Him  (he  faw,  who,  ne'er  dejected 
When  to  fcourge  and  lafh  fubjected, 

Sought  for  all  men  to  atone. 
Now  in  death  while  agonizing. 
As  to  God  His  foul  is  riling. 

Sad  and  defolate  and  lone. 


Ah !  thou  Mother !  Love  unfailing 
From  thee  fpringeth.  All  the  wailing 

Of  thy  heart  I  fain  would  fhare. 
For  the  Chrift  my  love  keep  burning; 
So  may  I,  His  favor  earning. 

Stamp  of  His  approval  bear. 


IV. 

Sanda  Mater,  iftud  agas, 
Crucifixi  fige  plagas 

Cordi  meo  valide. 
Tui  Nati  vulnerati. 
Tarn  dignati  pro  me  pati, 

Poenas  mecum  divide. 

VII. 

Fac  me  vere  tecum  flere, 
Crucifixo  condolere. 

Donee  ego  vixero. 
Juxta  crucem  tecum  flare, 
Et  tibi  me  fociare 

In  pland:u  defidero. 


VI. 

On  my  heart,  O  holy  Mother ! 
Fix  the  ftripes  of  Him,  my  Brother, 

Of  thy  Jefus  crucified  ; 
Him  fo  worthy,  torn  and  bleeding. 
May  I  never  ceafe  from  heeding; 

Let  me  with  Him  pain  divide. 

VII. 

Let  me  fhare  in  thy  affliction. 
Mourn,  with  thee,  His  crucifixion, 

Ev'ry  day  that  I  may  live ; 
Near  the  Crofs,  befide  thee  flanding. 
With  thy  heart  for  me  expanding, 

I  my  tears  would  freely  give. 


VIII. 

Virgo  virginum  praeclara, 
Mihi  jam  non  fis  amara ; 

Fac  me  tecum  plangere. 
Fac  ut  portem  Chrifti  mortem 
Paflionis  fac  confortem, 

Et  plagas  recolere. 

IX. 

Fac  me  plagis  vulnerari, 
Fac  me  cruce  inebriari, 

Ob  amorem  filii. 
Inflammatus  et  accenfus. 
Per  te,  Virgo,  fim  defenfus. 

In  die  judicii. 


VIII, 

Thou,  of  women,  God-felected  ! 
Send  me  not  away,  rejected, 

When  I  afk  with  thee  to  weep ; 
All  thro'  life  His  paffion  bearing. 
Death  of  Chrift  in  mem'ry  wearing. 

Let  me  frefli  His  bruifes  keep. 

IX. 

By  His  wounds  let  me  be  fadden'd. 
By  the  Crofs  my  foul  be  madden'd 

With,  for  Chrift,  ecftatic  love ; 
From  thy  own  my  heart  enflaming. 
Help  me,  in  the  laft  day,  claiming 

Shelter  from  the  wrath  above. 


X. 

Fac  me  cruce  cuftodiri, 
Morte  Chrifti  praemuniri, 

Confoveri  gratia. 
Quando  corpus  morietur, 
Fac  ut  animae  donetur 

Paradifi  gloria. 


X. 

From  His  Crofs  and  death  deriving 
Safety  in  my  earthly  ilriving. 

May  His  grace  to  me  fuffice; 
To  my  foul,  from  body  riven 
By  the  hand  of  Death,  be  given 

Shining  light  in  Paradife. 


SDtes  3lrae. 


DIES  IRJE. 


iyiES  IR^,  DIES  ILLA  ! 

Solvet  fasclum  in  favilla, 
Tefte  David  cum  Sybilla. 

II. 
Quantus  tremor  eft  futurus, 
Quando  Judex  eft  venturus, 
Cund:a  ftridte  difcufTurus. 

III. 
Tuba  mirum  fpargens  fonum 
Per  fepulcra  regionum, 
Coget  omnes  ante  thronum. 


DIES  IR^. 


-L/ay  of  wrath  !  terrific  morning  ! 
Earth  in  afhes  at  its  dawning ! 
David,  Sybil,  both  give  warning. 

II. 

All  in  terror  fhrinking,  bending. 
When  the  Judge  is  feen  defcending, 
Strict  to  fearch  our  lives'  offending ! 

III. 

Summoned  by  the  trump  refounding 
Thro'  the  graves,  in  tones  astounding. 
See  the  dead  the  throne  furrounding. 


IV. 

Mors  flupebit,  et  natura, 
Quum  refurget  creatura, 
Judicanti  refponfura. 

V. 

Liber  fcriptus  proferetur, 
In  quo  totum  continetur, 
Unde  mundus  judicetur. 

VI. 

Judex  ergo  cum  fedebit, 
Quidquid  latet,  apparebit: 
Nil  inultum  remanebit. 

VII. 

Quid  fum,  mifer !  tunc  didturus, 
Quern  patronum  rogaturus, 
Quum  vix  juflus  fit  fecurus? 


IV. 

Nature,  Death,  in  ftupor  reeling 
At  the  new  life's  bright  revealing. 
From  the  Judge  no  lin  concealing ! 

V. 

Open  lies  the  Book,  containing 
Record  ample,  all  arraigning. 
Judgment  ftern  for  all  suftaining. 

'VI. 

Then  before  the  Judge  the  hearing ! 
Hidden  sins  to  light  appearing. 
Vengeance  due  each  linner  fearing. 

VII. 

Hardly  now  are  juft  men  reaching 
Safety;  me,  fo  wretched,  teaching  : 
Worthlefs  is  my  cry  befeeching. 


VIII. 

Rex  tremendae  majeftatis. 
Qui  falvandos  falvas  gratis, 
Salva  me,  fons  pietatis ! 

IX. 

Recordare,  Jefu  pie. 
Quod  fum  caufa  tuas  vis ; 
Ne  me  perdas  ilia  die! 

X. 

Quaerens  me,  fedifti  lalTus, 
Redemifti,  crucem  palTus : 
Tantus  labor  non  fit  caflus. 


XI. 

Jufte  Judex  ultionis, 
Donum  fac  remiffionis 
Ante  diem  rationis. 


VIII. 

Mighty  King!  to  each  offender 
Thou  falvation  free  doft  tender ; 
Source  of  love  !  be  my  defender. 

IX. 

Jefus  !  who  my  fins  art  bearing. 
Me  in  mem'ry  e'er  be  wearing. 
From  the  wrath  of  that  day  fparing. 

X. 

Weary  fteps  for  me  were  hafled. 
Bitter  death  in  torture  tafted ; 
Let  not  all  thy  toil  be  wafted. 

XI. 

Vengeance  jufl  thy  hand  difpenfes  ; 
Save  thy  pardon,  my  offenfes 
'Gainst  that  day  have  no  defenfes. 


XII. 

Ingemifco  tanquam  reus. 
Culpa  rubet  vultus  meus ; 
Supplicanti  parce,  Deus ! 

XIII. 

Qui  Mariam  abfolvifti, 
Et  latronem  exaudifti, 
Mihi  quoque  fpem  dedifti. 

XIV. 

Preces  meae  non  funt  dignae, 
Sed  Tu  bonus  fac  benigne 
Ne  perenni  cremer  igne! 

XV. 

Inter  oves  locum  praefta, 
Et  ab  haedis  me  fequeftra, 
Statuens  in  parte  dextra. 
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XII. 

Hear  my  moaning,  felf-accufing,    ^ 
Sin  and  (hame  my  face  fufFufing ; 
Turn  not  from  me,  grace  refufing. 

XIII. 

Thoughtful  of  the  thief,  when  dying, 
Mary's  tears  fo  prompt  in  drying. 
Thou  wilt  heed  my  bitter  crying. 

XIV. 

Refts  my  foul,  (no  pray'r  availing) 
While  'fore  lafting  flames  'tis  paling. 
On  thy  goodnefs,  never-failing. 

XV. 

When  away  the  goats  commanding. 
Keep  me  on  thy  right  hand  ftanding. 
Where  thy  chofen  (heep  are  banding. 


XVI. 

Confutatis  maledi<5tis, 
Flammis  acribus  addi6tis, 
Voca  me  cum  benedidtis! 

XVII. 

Oro  fupplex  et  acclinis. 
Cor  contritum  quali  cinis, 
Gere  curam  mei  finis. 

XVIII. 

Lacrymofa  dies  ilia  ! 
Qua  refurget  ex  favilla. 
Judicandus  homo  reus ; 
Huic  ergo  parce,  Deus ! 


XVI. 

When  the  wicked,  who  have  ftriven 
'Gainft  thy  will,  to  flames  are  driven. 
Let  thy  peace  to  me  be  given. 

XVII. 

Lowly,  proftrate,  humbly  praying. 
Contrite  heart  before  thee  laying. 
Care  for  me  when  life's  decaying. 

XVIII. 

Day  of  terror  !  fad  and  tearful! 
Day  that  fprings  from  burning  fearful ! 
Judgment-day  for  dead  and  living! 
Be,  O  God !  that  day,  forgiving. 
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<IUem  t>ancte  ^ptritus. 


VENI  SANCTE  SPIRITUS, 

ROBERT  II. 
I. 

V  ENi,  Sandte  Spiritus, 
Et  emitte  coelitus, 
Lucis  tuae  radium. 

II. 

Veni,  pater  pauperum, 
Veni,  dator  munerum, 
Veni,  lumen  cordium. 

III. 
Confolator  optime, 
Dulcis  hofpes  animas, 
Dulce  refrigerium. 


VENI  SANCTE  SPIRITUS. 


V^ome,  Spirit  of  Holy  Love  ! 
Breathe  on  us,  from  heav'n  above. 
Thy  warmth  and  luftre  bright ! 

II. 
Come,  Father  of  all  the  poor ! 
Come,  Giver  of  gifts  t'endure ! 
Of  human  hearts  the  Light ! 

III. 
Confoler  the  fureft,  beft! 
Be  Thou  of  my  foul  the  gueft, 
RefreQier  fweet  from  grief! 


IV. 

In  labore  requies, 
In  asftu  temperies, 
In  fletu  folatium. 

V. 

O  lux  beatiffima! 
Reple  cordis  intima, 
Tuorum  fidelium. 

VI. 

Sine  tuo  numine, 
Nihil  eft  in  homine. 
Nihil  eft  innoxium. 

VII. 

Lava  quod  eft  fordidum, 
Riga  quod  eft  aridum, 
Sana  quod  eft  faucium. 


IV. 

We  toil,  and  in  thee  have  reft; 

Defenfe,  if  of  heat  opprefTed ; 

Our  forrows'  folace  chief! 

V. 

O  light  of  our  fouls,  moft  bleft! 

Fill  hearts  to  their  inmoft  queft, 

When  trufting,  true  to  thee. 

vr. 
Thy  help  in  our  work  on  earth ! 
Man  elfe  can  be  nothing  worth 
Nor  aught  from  evil  free. 

VII. 

Wafh  clean  in  us  all  that's  ill, 
Parch'd  fouls  with  thy  waters  fill. 
And  heal  the  wounds  of  fin. 


VIII. 

Fledte  quod  eft  rigidum, 
Fove  quod  eft  frigidum, 
Rege  quod  eft  devium. 

IX. 

Da  tuis  fidelibus. 
In  te  coniidentibus, 
Sacrum  feptenarium. 

X. 

Da  virtutis  meritum. 
Da  falutis  exitum, 

Da  perenne  gaudium. 
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VIII. 

What's  ftubborn  and  rigid,  bend. 
Warm  love  to  the  cold  heart  lend. 
The  ftrays  and  loft  bring  in. 

IX. 

All  them  who  are  faithful,  true. 
All  trufting  in  thee  endue 
With  fev'nfold  happinefs. 

X. 

Reward  to  the  worthy  give ; 
Safe  quitting  of  earth,  to  live 
A  life  of  endlefs  blifs. 
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